NOBLE ESSENCES
sent us a simple postcard, simply posted, on which were the
words: " Tomorrow I go to Haiti. They say the President is
a, Perfect Dear I"
There were occasions, nevertheless, on which surprising
events occurred, events that were so like those that take place
in his novels that they could only have happened to him. I
have already suggested that there was something of the ecclesi-
astic in his appearance. After the war he spent a good deal
of time in Rome; and I remember his being much alarmed
because he declared that the priests had tried to kidnap him.
The attempt had occurred in this manner. He had descended
the steps of his hotel one evening, and had asked the concierge
to call him a cab. A smart, black-painted brougham immedi-
ately drove up and he had stepped into it. The door was
slammed at once, and the horse set off at a quick trot, before
he had time even to tread on the toes of the occupants of the
carriage, for he found, to his bewilderment, that it contained two
priests, who quickly pulled him down between them, saying,
" You are one of us, aren't you! " Eventually, however,
Ronald managed to escape.
After the war he had resumed his old method of life, the
travelling and the returning to London for the season. But
flying had recently come to his rescue, and now he often went
by air from London to Rome or Constantinople. In one
farther respect his life had altered, for in these later days he
would always solemnly announce his arrival in London through
the social columns of The Times or Morning Post. By this time
he had found many enthusiasts for his writings among painters
and authors, though among the more purely intellectual of these
there was to be found, joined to their admiration, a sort of
contempt, wholly undeserved. This was caused, I think, by
the perfection of Firbank's novels, and by their lack of striving
earnestness in a time when nearly every author was determined
to exhibit his inward struggles to an unwilling but awed public,
His assured income may also have been a reason for envy,
since it spared him the worries of forced journalism; while he,
for his part, conscious of the income which separated him from
most of the world, felt that many people were only nice for the
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